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vrhoam at night down Chilkwell Street and if thee don't mind
thee's manners, I'll let the Mayor know thee do go round town,
telling tales of what he says to his Missus, when none be byP
Nell had gone upsairs by this time to suckle little Henry;
Zookey w7as clearing away the tea-things in the parlour; Zoyland
and Percy were standing together by the nearest pollard willow
in the direction of that deep weir, into the waters of which, on
the occasion of Mat Dekker's first appearance here last March,
Sam had been so strongly tempted to fling his bearded rival.
Dave Spear, using Percy's little motor car for this purpose,
was occupying, himself by patiently driving, in two successive
trips, first one party and then another of the proletarian guests
to their various homes in the town. He took Mother Legge and
Tittie first. Then, on his return, he took Abel Twig, Nancy
Stickles and Sally Jones, Sally sitting on Nancy's lap. This oc-
cupied him altogether, with the inevitable lingering conversations
in doorways, nearly a whole hour; and thus it was getting on for
seven o'clock when he finally found himself turning out the
lights of his machine on that gravel patch at the back door, upon
which lay the wholesome-smelling droppings of the black horse
from Mark's Court.
Entering the kitchen by that well-oiled outer door that Doxy
Pippard had found so serviceable, he discovered Doxy's mother
laboriously coping with an enormous pile of dirty dishes. Will
had purchased at the last moment, in the china department at
Wollop's, a number of cheap tea-cups and plates that Nell had
cordially disliked, but that Zookey, hearing the altercation about
them, cast an envious eye upon, regarding them as a possible
perquisite. These new cups and plates, although not to be com-
pared for intrinsic beauty with Nell's own collection, possessed
for Zookey a far greater value than these, just because there hung
over them this vague premonitory glamour of future ownership.
Without doing it deliberately Zookey broke two of Nell's nicest
cups, treasured relics of the quiet Spear family, objects that
bore no predatory falcon upon their gilt-bordered whiteness; but
not one of these new "Wollop things" did she so much as crack,
partly because of their sturdier substance, but also because in her
acquisitive mind, they were destined for her own dresser in Bove
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